TheT ragedy ef Hamlet 

Thou canft not then be falfc to any one, 

Farcwd, my blcffing with thee. 

Lear. I humbly fake ray leaue, farewell Ofeiia, 

And remember well what 1 haue faid to you. txit, 
Ofel. It is already lock’t within my hart, 

And you your ftlfe fhall kcepe the key of it. 

Cor, what I’ft 0;^/Mhehath (aide to you? 

Ofel. Somthing touching the prince Hamlet. 

Cor. Mary wel thoughton.t’isgiucnmctovnderftand, 

That you haue bin too prodigall ofyour maiden prcfcnce 
Vnto Prin cc Hamlet, if it be fo, 

As fo tis giuen to race, and that in waie of caution 
I muft tellyou;you do not vnderdand yourfelfe 
So well as befits my honor, and your creditc. 

Ofel. My lord, lie hath made many tenders of his lou$ 
to me. 

Cor. Tenders, T, I, tenders you may call them. 

Ofel, And withall, fuch earned vowes. 

(for. Springes to catch woodcocks, 

What, do not I know when the blood doth burnc, 

How prodigall the tongue lends the heart vowes, 

In briefe, be more fcanter of your maiden prefcnce> 

O r tendring thus you’l tender mcc a fooler y .r-— — 

ilhall obay my lord in all I may. 

. , Cor. ■. Ofelkf receiuc none of his letters, 

For louers lines are fnares to intrap the hearty 
“ Refiife his tokens, both of them are keyes 
To vnlocke Chaditie ynto Defire} 

Come in Ofeiia fnc\\ men often proue, 

“ Great in their wordes, but little in their loue. 

Ofel. I will my lord. exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio,<««^Marcel!us. 

Ham. The ayre bites Ihrewd; it is an eager and 
An nipping windc, what hoiirc i’d? 

Her. I think it lacks of twclue, Sound Truwfets. 

Mar. No,t’isftrackc. , 


Prince of Denmarke. 

Her Indeed I heard it not.what doth this mean my lord? 

Ham. O the king doth wake to night, & takes his rowfc, 
Kcepe walTcljand the fwaggering vp-fpring rccles, 

Jf And as he dreames, his draughts ofrenilh downe, 
ThckettleT'drummc, and trumpet, thus bray our. 

The triumphes of his pledge. 

Hor. Isitacuftomehcrc? 

Ham. I raary i’ft and though I am 
Katiue here, and to the maner borne. 

It is a cu florae, more honourd in the breacb> 

Then in the obferuance. 

Enter the Ghojl. 

Hor. Lookc my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Miniflers of grace defend VS, 

Be thou a fpirite of health, or goblin damn’d, 

Bring with thee ayres from heanen, or blafts from hell; 

Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou commeft in fuch qucftionable (hape. 

That T will fpeake to thee, 

lie call thee Hamlet, King, Father, Royall Dane, 

O anfwerc mec, let mee not burft in ignorance. 

But fay why thy canonizd bones hearftd in death 
Haue burft their ccremonies twhy thy Sepulcher, 

In which weefaw thee qui^yinterf d. 

Hath burft his ponderous and marble lawes. 

To call; thee vp againe: whatmay this raeane, 

T hat thou, dead corfe,againe in compleate ftecle, 

ReuilTets thus the glimfes of the Moone, 

Making night hideous, and we foolcs of nature, 

' Sohorridelyto (hakcour dilpofition, - 
With thoughts beyond the reaches ofouifoulcs? 

Say, fpeake, whercfore,what may this meane? 

Hor. It beclcons you, as though it had Ibracthing 
To impart to you alone. 

tJiUr. Looke with what courteous affion 
It wanes you taamorc remoued ground, 
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